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and her mind is quicker. Forty years ago most
girls were "dumb," and nobody thought of
giving them that label. To-day that condition
is the exception, and a word had to be found
for it.
The only criticism I would make of her is
that she is too much of a muchness. In my
youth all girls were different. Prettiness was
the standard then, where piquancy is the
standard to-day. But it was a prettiness in
variety. A dozen girls in a room were a dozen
distinct girls. To-day, you may talk separately
to a dozen girls in a room and all the time feel
that you are talking to the same girl. Among
the well-to-do classes particularly, the girl in
face and figure is a stereo of all other girls:
thin face, slim hips, slim fingers, and standard-
ised expression. And in the street it is difficult
to guess at a glance, save from the quality of
her clothes, where she belongs. In the past
you could immediately recognise the social girl,
the middle-class girl, the City girland thefactory-
girl. Each had its own tone; its own dress, and
its own bearing. The factory-girl wore a black
straw hat, ear-rings, a "Mizpah'* brooch, and
hair dressed in rolls over her ears. The City
girl was neat and severe. The middle-class
girl was also neat, but added a touch of the
style and chic which in those days could only
be had by money. The Society girl was con-